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Of gentle satire., kin to charity,

That harm'd not: then day droopt; the chapel

bells

CalTd us: we left the walks; we mixt with those
Six hundred maidens clad in purest white,
Before two streams of light from wall to wall,
While the great organ almost burst his pipes,
Groaning for power, and rolling thro' the court
A long melodious thunder to the sound
Of solemn psalms, and silver litanies,
The work of Ida, to call down from Heaven
A blessing on her labours for the world.

Sweet and low, sweet and low,

"Wind of the western sea,
Low, low, breathe and blow,

"Wind of the western sea !
Over the rolling waters go,
Come from the dropping moon, and blow,

Blow him again to me;
"WTiile my little one, while my pretty one sleeps.

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest,

Father will come to thee soon;
Rest, rest, on mother's breast,

Father will come to thee soon;
Father will come to his babe in the nest,
Silver sails all out of the west

Under the silver moon :
Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep.

Ill
MORN in the white wake of the morning star
Came furrowing all the orient into gold.
We rose, and each by other drest with care
Descended to the court that lay three parts
In shadow, but the Muses' heads wei?e touch'd
Above the darkness from their native East.